


						     "Honey Boy"
						Written by Nick Grunerud


			INT Bedroom, Boston, 1988 

			A man named ralph and Honey boy are sitting by a fire
						
						RALPH
				Hey, Honey Boy, do you know how cathartic your bone structure is? 
						HONEY BOY
				(Waves hands) keep talking, keep talking! 
			
			Ralph stands up fast to look out at the window 
					
						HONEY BOY 
				Did I tell you  I am gender neutral? 
						RALPH
				Nah. 
	CUT TO INT Bedroom, a poorly lit office in Boston, 1999 

						RALPH 
				I wish Honey Boy would come back... I owe him a Joan Tower CD. 
			Ralph gets a call on his office phone, it's White David
						WHITE DAVID
				Hey, Ralph get to work you cocksucker! 
						RALPH
				You make me so mad sometimes White David.... It seems like nothing I ever
				do will ever make you complacent.... 
						WHITE DAVID
				When you do da things you gotta do Ralph, you achieve higher goals... 
						RALPH 
				What?
			White David hangs up the phone. Ralph stares at the office phone inquisitively 
	
	CUT TO EXT Coffee shop, 2008, Ralph has an "Orbasa" t-shirt on with two cups of coffee in his hand
						RALPH 
				Love drinking with two cups of coffee in my hand
			An elderly black woman starts at Ralphs shirt
						Woman
				I think your shirt is really, really appropriate for this evening 
						RALPH
				oh...I stole this from my straight son... 
						WOMAN
				Fuck yeah... You are a shining light. My name is Jayla 
	CUT to a Wedding ceremony between Jayla and Ralph, 2010. Ralph and Jayla are sitting in bed together 
	reading two different copies of the same issue of Reason Magazine. 
						JAYLA
				Hey Ralph... 
			Ralph takes off two pairs of glasses. 
						RALPH 
				What is it Jayla? 
						JAYLA
				Was wondering if you could tell me anything about that Joan Tower CD. 
						RALPH
				It's a long ass story... 
						JAYLA 
				You gotta tell me...this tension is like a virulent strain of e-coli
				or possibly.... 
						IN UNISON
				Pneumonia
						RALPH
				I know, I know, it's just I don't want to explain the sordid tale 
				of my long lost pal Honey Boy.... it seems too historical and 
				anti-republican to talk about that
			Jayla points to their DVD Collection and rolls her eyes. 
						RALPH
				Okay so I guess the whole anti-republican thing is way off base here... 
						JAYLA
				Damn right...your story and argument are entirely baseless right now
				also you don't even think I am a Betty Fridan Fan 
						RALPH (quietly) 
				BFF, BFF, BFF 
						JAYLA
				I love it when you do that, bitch
						RALPH
				Greds... 
						JAYLA 
				Tell me about Honey Boy
			Ralph gets out of bed, starts gathering some supplies. 
						RALPH
				Okay, here is where is all began... 
	
	CUT TO INT. Boston Bedroom, 1988 
			A man named ralph and Honey boy are sitting by a fire
						
						RALPH
				Hey, Honey Boy, do you know how cathartic your bone structure is? 
						HONEY BOY
				(Waves hands) keep talking, keep talking! 
			
			Ralph stands up fast to look out at the window 
					
						HONEY BOY 
				Did I tell you  I am gender neutral? 
						RALPH 
				Nah. 
			Honey Boy looks at Ralph with a glimmer in his eye. 
						HONEY BOY
				You seem like a person who has no concept of artfully done music
						RALPH
				What?!? I just told you that your bone structure is SO cathartic
				It makes no sense why you would keep on treating me like this 
				bottom at a fetish club who just couldn't get it up enough to 
				make his lesbo friends happy
						HONEY BOY
				Wow...you are homophobic as hell... 
						RALPH
				I am just trying to make a good point here
						HONEY BOY
				Which is what? To make me feel bad? 
			Honey Boy opens up a soda can with the label "Honey" on it 
						HONEY BOY
				To make me imbued with depression, the utter lack of privacy in the 
				healthcare field, the insinuation from those across many isles that 
				people like me can't do shit without assistance from those with 
				massive strength and fortitude? No one EVER imparts wisdom on me that 
				could be applied to my copious shortcommings... 
						RALPH
				Good god dude, you sound like you are writing your own Kafka Soundtrack 
				over there...take a frickin chill pill you fucking psycho. 
			Ralph storms out the bedroom
						HONEY BOY
				Ralph!!! 

			
	CUTS TO TITLE SCREEN "HONEY BOY" 

	CUT TO 2010, Jayla and Ralph's bedroom, INT. Jayla looks at Ralph incredulously. 
						
						JAYLA
				....so the..man IS honey boy? 
						RALPH
				You are missing the point of his history... 
						JAYLA
				Really? 
			Ralph takes a joint out and promptly puts it out
						RALPH
				Yep...and while I am at it, please remind me of how cool
				I can be in the midst of smoking and tokin' 
						JAYLA
				You stupid cracker... the only reason I am up this late is 
				to hear about this mysterious guy "Honey Boy", who by 
				the way, sounds like a dirty turd. 
						RALPH
				I knew you would say that, you tend to say that- 
			They both look at each other very strongly 
						IN UNISON 
				All the time
						JAYLA
				I know, I know... but it's really applicable to this 
				current damn situation right now
						RALPH
				Is that a white thing? 
						JAYLA
				What? 
						RALPH
				The stuff you just said
						JAYLA
				Have you lost the fucking mind you got? 
						RALPH
				No
						JAYLA
				Then why you ask if it's a white thing? 
						RALPH
				I ask because it seems better to ask then wonder and wonder
						JAYLA
				Tell me about Honey Boy so I could go to bed... 

			CUT TO WHITE DAVID'S HOUSE
					
			White David is sitting in a book room in his house with a cigar in his hand. 
			He looks extremely dapper and is reading a book about Egypt. 
						WHITE DAVID 
				What I do with my time cannot be taken by other beings. 
			Camera pulls back to reveal he is talking to several dead animals located 
			under his bookcase. 
						WHITE DAVID
				I am ____ David, I do things to be prophetic and curt.  People have 
				never seen what I do in a large basis. 
			He takes out a Joan Tower CD from a cabinet 
						WHITE DAVID
				This is a symbol of Womanhood. 
			He takes out two copies of Reason Magazine
						WHITE DAVID
				This is a reminder that no one knows politics as much as 
				you do now. 
			White David looks at a closet full of clothes and pulls out a shirt. It has
			"Orbasa" on it. 
						WHITE DAVID
				And...this is obviously Orbasa, the one we knew would make it through
			Orbasa walks into the frame. 
						Orbasa
				Greetings. 
			He turns to White David
						Orbasa 
				Get out of here you pasty cunt. 
						WHITE DAVID
				Okay so sorry... I did not know your power until Joan Tower came along. 
						Orbasa 
				Leave 
			White David leaves 
						Orbasa
				So, I am a man with dignity, strength, true grit and structure. I come around
				as I am with two things in my hand, a sword and a wedge. What is a wedge you say? 
				Well the wedge makes us all who we are, and delivers the exit for pasty little cunts like 
				White David's racist ass. It tries to bury the body of callousness with no effort afforded 
				to it's own. 
			He takes a small drink of water. 
						Orbasa 
				The Sword? Well, that is another story all together... It represents the way in which 
				Cocksuckers like Honey Boy, Ralph, and loser retards like Jayla 
			He takes a pause 
						Orbasa 
				I mean actual people who are slow and with no invective towards 
				the innocent. 
			A text comes across the screen that says "The R-Word". It flashes quickly with syncopated 
			Piano chords. 
						Orbasa 
				Sorry about all this... I really don't like long speeches, and I really don't know
				what all this Joan Tower buissiness is all about. I hope you learned something about
				Southern pride, good ol boys, Dixie, Black folk vs. the Chinese economy, all that... 
				I for one have learned a LOT. 
			He looks out the window... A Joan Tower Piece plays in the background. WAY TOO many 
			credits roll. 
				
					THE END 
			
						
			

						


			
						
